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The men were cheerful at the thought of returning to the
whaling station as though they wfere going home. They
shaved and put on clean shirts and walked up and down the
deck In the evening sunlight. The ex-student of Oslo sang
to his mandolin about Isabella and the Argentines smoked
their " Qyarante-Tres" and lounged In the engine-room
hatchway as though It were the entrance to a boite. As
we neared Grytviken there became visible, crawling under
the giant cliffs from the opposite direction, another grey
speck like ourselves. It enlarged and became a little ship
loaded so that her decks were almost awash., wallowing and
rolling dangerously. It was the Diaz. Jansen also had
done well.